
' fhc frvo Noble K wjbteti 

jaiUr.'Wc l,we willtalke more of this, when the folemnty 
Ispaft; But have you afullpromifc of her? 
r Enter Daughter, 

When that fhall be feenc,I tender my confent. 
truer, I have Sir ; here fhec comes. 
jailor. Your Friend and I have.chanccd to name 
You hereupon the old bufines? But no more of that. 
Novv,fo foone as the Court hurry is over, we will 
Have an end ofitrl’th meanetitne looke tenderly 
To the two Prifoners. I can tell you they are princes. 

I)4#g .Thefc ftrewings are for their Chamber, tispitty they 
Are m prifon, and twer pitty they Ihould be out : I 
Doe thinke they have patience to make any adverfity 
Alham’d ; the prifon it felfe is proud of ’em; and 
They hive all the world in their Chamber. 

Jailor. They are fam’d tobeapaireofabfolute men. 
Baugh. By my troth, l think Fame but Hammers ’em, they 
Stand a gteife above the reach of report. ( doers. 

Iai. I heard them reported in the Battaile, tobe the only 
Baugh. Nay moftlikely.for they ate noble fuftrers -,1 
Mervaile how they would have lookd had they beene 
Vidlors, that with fuch a conftant Nobility, enforce 
A freedoms out of Bondage, making nailery their 
Mirth,and affliflion, a toy to jeft at. 

Jailor. Doc they fo? 

Bang. It feemes to me they have no more fence of thek 
Captivity, then I of ruling Athens •• they eate 
Well, looke merrily, difeourfe of many things. 

But nothing of their owne reflraint, and difafiers .* 

Yet fometime a devided figlynartyrd as twer 
Tth deliverance, will breake from one of them. 

When the other prefently gives it fo fweete a rebuke. 

That I could wiln my felfe a Sigh to be fo chid. 

Or at leaft a Sigher to be comforted. 

Wooer. Ineverfaw’em. < ; | 

Jailor. The Duke hirofelfe came privately in the night, 
Enter Palawan, and Jrcite/bwt* 

And fo did they, what the reafon ©fit is, I r 

3 - Know 




rhettvo Mle KinfmaQ, 

Know not: Looke yonder they are; that’s 
tsJrcits lookes out. . 

Baugh. No Sir, no, that’s U alamort i Jr cite is the 
Lower of the c waine ; you may perceive a pare 

Of him. . . , ,, 

iai. Goetoo,leave your pointing; they would not 
Make us their obje< 3 ;out of their fight. 

Baugh, It is a holiiday to looke on them:Lord,the 
Diffrence of men. Exeunt, 

Scsena 2. Enter *P alamort ^and Arcite in prifon, 

Pal. How doe you Noble Cofen? 

sJrcite. How doe you Sir 

Pal. Why flrong inough to laugh at milery. 

And bear e the chance of watre yet,we are prifoners 
Ifeare for ever Cofen. 

Arcite. I btkevc it. 

And to that deftiny have patiently 
Laide up my houre to come. 

Pal. Oh Cofcn Arcite, 

Where is Thebs now ? where is our noble Country ? 
Where are our friend*, and kindreds t never more 
Muft we behold thofe comforts, never lee 
The hardy youthes ftrive for the Games of honour 
(Hung with the painted favours of their Ladies,) 

Like tall Ships under failc:then Hart among’ft 'em 
And as an Eaftwind leave ’em all behinde 11s, 

Like lazy Clowdes, whilft P alamort and Areite , 

Even in the wagging of a wanton leg 
Out-ftript the peoples praifes.won the Garlands, 

Ere they have time to wilh ’em ours.O never 
Shall we two exercife,hke T wyns of honour. 

Out Armes againe, and feele our fyry horfes 
Like pi oud Seas under us, our good Swords, now 
( Better the red-eyd god ofwar nev’r were) 

Bravilhd our fidcs,likc age muft run to ruft. 

And decke the Temples of thofe gods that hate us, 
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